


The Tdffiiftg of the Shre'^, 

Sir hei'cs the doorCjthisis Z»r<f»r*whoufCj 
My Fathers hearts more coward tbc,Markct.place^ 

Thither mnft I andhccrc 1 Icaueyou fir. 

XJtK. You fiiall notchooic but drmke before you go, 

I thinke I Oiall coirnnand ypur vveleeme here; 

And by aU likelihood feme chccre istoward. Knocl 

Crem, They’re bufic within, you wercbeftknockelowdcr 

Pedfir.t lool^s out of the rcindoTv, 

Pedt What’s he that knockei as he would beatc downctl 
g«c.? _ " 

. Viii. IsSignior withiiifir ? 

Ped. He’s within fir, but not to be rpokcnwithall. 

ViKc. What if a man bring him a hundred pound pr two to I 
makcmcrric wichall. 

Ped. Keepe your hundred, pounds to your felfc, hefliall r,ct(l 
nonelblongasi line. 

Petr. Nay, I rold you your fonne was.beloqcd in Padtmk 
you licarc lir, to Icaue fnuolous circumfiances,! pray you tellSk 
niotLttc ntio iha hisFathexit comefrotn Pry^aiidishccreattli 
doore to lpcakc\vith hint. 

Ped. Thou licit h'.s Father is come from Padmf and herdooB 
ing out of the window. 

Vm. Art thou his Father.? 

Ped. Ifir.fohisniother fayesif Imaybcfeeueher. 

P<rr. Why how now Gentleman: why thiaisflat knaucw^ 
totakevpon you an other mans name, 

P e del. Lay hands on the vil laine , T bclecUc a meanes to coztl 
bodicinthis Citievndermy countenance. 

Enter Btottd ho, 

Eton. I haue fccneihem in the Church 'ogethcr, God ftni 
them good fli pping ; but who ishtere mine old Matter Vmem 
now wc are vndonc at;d broughtio iioching. 

• Conic hithercrackhemjc, 

P/W. 1 hope I may choofeSir. 

Z^in, Come hither you rogue, what haue you forgot met? 
Biond. Forgoryou. nofir: 1 could not tOrfiet you, for I ntii« 
faw you before in all my life. 

Vine. What you notoritts villaine, didft ihuu peueijeetlf 

MUiu$ icLtheifZ^tncent/oi \ ■ ■ 

•• - ' ‘ ill*. 


fhe Taming of the Shre'^l 

Bion- Whatmy w.orlhip'allold matter .? yes Kiarriefe fee 
WBfre he lookes cut ofthc window. 

f'w. Ittfc indccdc. Hr heates Biondelio, 

Sion. Hdpc.helpc, htlpe, hcre’samadman will murder tnc. 

Bedun. Help, fonne, hdpeSigniorPrfpff^. 

rjtft. Prcthcc./<r4/e let’s ftand afide and fee the end of this 

CdKrouerlic 

BnterPedantmthfermnti, Baptiftay Tranio, 

Yra. S« what arc you that offer to beatc my feruant ? 

Vine. What am I fir; nay what arc you fir : ofaimmortallGods: 
oh hue villaiHC , a filken doublet;, avclucthofe,afcarlctdoak 
and a c -pacainc hat : oh I am vndonc, 1 am vndonc: while 1 plaic 
thegood husband at home, my (onne androy fexuantfpend all 
atthevuiuctfitie. 

7 r 4 . How now what’s the matter .? 

Bapt. What is the man lunatickc } 

Trn.S 'a, you feeme alober ancient Gentleman by your habit 
bueyour words (hew you amad man : why rir,what cerncs it you, 
.'iflwearcPearlc and gold: 1 thaskc my good father, lam able 
totnaintainc it. 

Vhi, Thy father : oh villaine, he is a Saile-tmker in Berime* 

Bap. You Mittake fir, you miftakc fir , praic what do you think 
ishisname? 

Vin. His name, as if 1 knew not bis name : I haue brought 
iiim vp cuer fince he was three yeeres old, and his name is Tronia . 

Ped. Awaie, away mad alTe, his name is Lucentioy and he is 
nine onelic fonne and beire to the lands of me fignior Vincentio. 

Vin. Lucentio , oh he hath murdred his Matter ; 1 ay hold on 
bin I charge you in the Dukes name: oh my louue, my fonne: 
tell me thou villaine, where is my fonne Lucentio ? 

2>4. Call forth an officer; Carrie this mad knaue to chclailc: 
rather B aptifia, 1 charge you fee that he be forth comming. ,, 

Vine. Came mee to tile laile ? 

^re. Staicofficer, he (hallnot goto prifen. 

Bap, Talkc not fignior Gremio : 1 fay he Qiallgoeto priibn. 

fignior Baptifiay lettyou bcconicatcht iiit 
BUJ bnlineffe : I dare fweare this is the right Vincentio. 

SwcwUthoudar’ft, , 

• I Crel. 
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